Siam
are very jealously guarded, are  often indeed
princesses of the royal blood, whom no one
has the right either to approach or gaze upon.
They have been trained  from their  earliest
years to these movements which do not seem
possible for human limbs; to these poses which
are so little natural, but are, nevertheless, of
immemorial tradition  in this  country, as  is
proved by the  stone personages who inhabit
the ruins.
They are going to mime now some scenes
from  the  Ramayana, such as formerly were
carved in hard sandstone, in the bas - reliefs
of the ancestral temple.   The handsome war-
chariots, copied in little from those of Angkor,
make their entry.   But, by a naive convention,
the elephants which should be drawing them
have been replaced by men, walking on  all
fours, naked and yellow, masked in huge card-
board heads with moveable trunks and ears.
Then we assist at divers  episodes,  pleasant
and tragic, at combats between moDsters, above
all at the filing past of processions in celebra-
tion of victories.   We see a little queen, of
fourteen or fifteen years, very much bejewelled,
very much painted, ideal in her war-chariot,
pursued by the declarations of love of a young
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